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FALL.

Flueks of yellow, blots of red.
In the urcon bought ovcrlicnd;
Withered herbage In the urnus
Of Iho pasture where I pass;
These nrnl mnny other j"lKn?,
Midst the cedars nnd the pines.
Seen ns plain ns light tit dawn,
Tell tho talo that summer's gone.

Bummer gone, but linger still
Beauties rare on plain nnd hill:
Tints thnt rival rainbow dyes
Sot In summer evening skies.
Gemming mendow, fen nnd left.
Bright ns shells from out tho sen,
Bummer's gone, but left nro all
The countless splendors of tho fall.

All tho fnlrest flowers remain;
Golden rod in endless chnln;
Daisies Interspersed like gems
Bend and bow on graceful stems;
Astors sporting everywhere.
Blue-eye- d beauties bright nnd fair;

rose blooming on the lawn.
3Ieedless that tho summer's gono.

Bob-whlt- o In the pasture land,
To his sweetheart near at imnti,
1'lpes his love notes, soft nnd clenr,
As those trilled when Juno wns here.
Flicker teeturs through tho ulr,
Quite ns If he did not caro
Whether seasons go or stay:
He'll bo happy either way.

And the flicker's view is mine;
Winter's frost or summer's shlno,
Kuch hath pleasures, heaven sent,
For the heart where dwells content.

C 21. Doing. In Washington Star.
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How Daffy Found t
3 Her Talent. E

By Susan Hubbard Martin.

YTTVTTTYYTTYYYYTTYTTTTTTT

"I WISH I had a pi ft," said Daffy
with n disconsolate sigh.

It was Monday, blue Monday, and
Daphne, commonly called Daffy, had
slipped over early to Kate's studio;
Cousin Kate, who with her maple
brush wrought such exquisite and
glowing little pictures.

Cousin Kate was mixing paints pre-

paratory to a hard morning's work.
The canvas stood already on the easel
in the best light the little room af-

forded. Cousin Kate looked the true
artist thnt she was in her plain dress
and long white npron. She was a tall
young woman, with clear eyes, abun-
dant chestnut hair, and a firm sweet
mouth.

DalTy wns unlike her as possible, be-

ing small and slight, with great dark
eyes, and cheeks as full of color as a
ripe carnation.

"11 I could paint as you do now,"
went on DafTy soberly, "I would be
happy; but I can't, nnd you know
how poorly I have always played and
sung. I love music, but I can't make
it, any more than old Michael can
who cleans our ynrd. Then there's
writing. I'd like nothing better than
to be able to write fine things, but
there's no use wishing thnt, for I
never could compose even a passable
letter."

Cousin Kate looked at the droop-
ing, discouraged face before she an-

swered. It was no wonder, for in
spite of her sadness Daffy wns such n

pretty, refreshing sight in her brown
suit nnd picturesque hat.

"DafTy," she asked suddenly, "where
did you get that hat, my dear?"

"This?" answered DafTy indifferent-
ly. "Out of my head," she added. "I
make my own hats. I always do, 3ou
know. Why?" she questioned n mo-

ment later.
Cousin Kate looked at the hat

again.
"Why," she repeated, "becnuse it's

beautiful, dear. The very prettiest
hit t .I've seen this season, and you
made it. Yet here j'ou are bemoaning
the hard fate that has bestowed upon
,vou no gift. My clear, it may be an
Mrt to paint a picture, or write a
poem. I am not so sure that it is not
as grent a one to send out upon this
gray old world a little being like
yourself who can put together colors
bo daintitly and effectively, nnd crente
e bonnet. Why don't you turn it to
account?"

Daffy laughed. "How enn I?" she
answered. "Here I nm, papa's only
chick and child, with more money
thnn I need, and nothing to do but
look happy. Tlint's all the dear man
requires of me. He loves me as I am,
dear father, and wouldn't cxehnnge
me for the greatest literary nnd artis-
tic light in existence. That's the
wny with these dear fathers, they
give all and expect nothing. Hut be-

cause I am so rich in his love and
care is no reason that I want to sit
down and be a useless cumberer of
the earth. There's no necessity for
enrning money, but I would like to do
something to help somebody, just n
little." The girl's voice broke nnd
something ery like tears rose in the
lurk eyes.

"Daffy," said Cousin Kate slowly,
"did you see old Mrs. Piske at church
yesterday?"

DalTy nodded.
"Did you notice anything about

her?" went on Cousin Kate, her head
bent over her palette.

"Nothing except thnt she looked
older nnd shabbier than usual, poor
old soul. Yes, I did too. I noticed
thnt her old bonnet had about given
out. How long hiiH she worn it,
Kate?"

"Seven years," was the nnswer. "I
know, for J remember. It looked
well enough once, but the wind and
snow and sleet of so many winters
liavo nt last wrought its ruin. You
sny, DalTy dear, you don't need mon
ey. Jlere is u chance to help somu
ono who CHix't

mnk n bonnet in 100 yonrs. Hut f
know some one that can. Do I mnko
myself plain?"

Daffy rose. "Very," she retorted
merrily. Already the prospect of a
dull morning was swept nwsy.
"thank you for your suggestion,
cousin mine," she went on. "I'll take
myself home, nnd see whnt I mm
evolve from 1113' boxes of ribbons and
velvets. Poor old Mrs. Flskel With
that old battered bonnet in view, out
of very pity I wouldn't be surprised
if I created n masterpiece."

A light kiss nnd DalTy wns gono out
of the studio and up the street to-

ward home.
It was yet early, and as she opened

the massive front door and tripped
upstairs to her pretty room, she
hummed a glad little song in very
lightness of heart. Her blues were
gone nnd her lingers fnirly nehed to
begin her fneinnting work.

At lunch time she came downstairs
with n glowing face, dancing merrily
In upon papa who had just come
home. She held carefully
in her hand. "I'apa," she demanded,
"if nobodv told you, what would you
call this?"

She held the something before him.
It wns n black velvet bonnet, daintily
and exquisitely made. There was a
pretty bow of lace nnd satin in the
front, and n little nt one side drooped
n lovely purple llower. There weie
wide, rich, black satin strings to give
it n last and perfect touch.

1'npu looked at it critically before
he spoke, then he smiled, "llless my
soul!" he cried, "If it isn't n bonnet,
and the very prettiest one I've seen
this long time. An old lady's bonnet,
isn't it, my dear. It must be, for it
looks a good deal like the one mother
used to wear."

"It is a good deal like it," said Daffy
well pleased.

"Where did you get it, dear?"
"Made it, papa."
Tapa stared. Hitherto he had re

garded his gay, bright girl as some-
thing of a butterfly, beautiful to look
nt, but incapable somehow of produc-
ing anvthing half wo sensible and use-

ful.
Seeing his Interest, Daffy, without

further preface, seated herself on his
knee and told him all about it. "Lis- -

ton, papa," she began. "Do you know
I was feeling blue this morning."

Tapa pinched the roy cheek and
laughed.

"Well, I was, and I went over to
Kate's for sympathy. I was bemoan-
ing the fate that I couldnt play, or
sing, or paint, as she does, when she
put this idea into my head. You know
I always make my own hats. I love
to, some way, and can always suit
myself better than the finest madams
anywhere in the city. Well, Kate
cheered me up by saying it was almost
as great a gift to create n bonnet as
it was to paint a picture. Isn't that
just like the dear girl? Then she
finished by calling my attention to old
Mrs. Fiske's bonnet."

"Old Mrs. Fiske's bonnet?" repented
papa. "The old lady who lives down
by the church and who is so very
poor?"

Daffy nooded. "The same," she an
swered.

"Well, her old bonnet is nearly fall-

ing to pieces," she went on, "and Kate
put the thought in my heart to make
her a new one. So I enmc home in a
hurry and linve worked steadily all
the morning. 1'ehold the result."

"And a very pretty result, I am
sure," said papa, touched in spite of
hnself. "So you're going to present
i o her, are you? Well, be careful
to do it gracefully, nnd if yon need
any capital to carry on this mission-
ary enterprise, to your father.
I'm not sure but that it's a real C'hris-tio- n

one, too," went on pnpa thought-full- y,

"for many n good sermon hns
fallen on stony ground because of a
shabby hat or bonnet. The wearer
never forgets it, if the minister does.
Put n good hat on a woman's head
and you add to the pastor's useful-
ness, nnd at the same time increase
her self-respec- t. So good luck to your
new work, little daughter, nnd may
it flourish and prosper."

It was Mondny afternoon. Mrs.
Fiske was washing dishes in her little
kitchen. It wns blue Monday with
her too for the morning hnd been a
discouraging one. The wrinkled hands
shook a little as she lifted from the
water the coarse and crocked dishes,
placing them on the little rough
table. Mrs. Fisk was 71 and her hair
was white, old and poor, and now she
could no longer work as she had al-

ways done. Living alone an she did,
she had fallen into the habit of talk-
ing to herself.

When she hnd put the few dishes
away into the old wooden cupboard,
the first thing she did was to go into
the next room. There was a closet
in it, and she went to It and took from
It an old, dilapidated bandbox. She
lifted the lid and drew from it a bon-
net, n battered, dingy, black bonnet,
with rusty, worn strings. As she
looked nt it, her old eyes tilled with
tears. "Yes," she whispered, "it does
look bad, dreadfully bad. I I won't
wen it any more. I heard one of tho
Sunday school girls giggling nt it yes
terday when she thought I dldn t

hear. I'll certainly have to stay away
from church after this. It'll be a
cross, and 11 heavy one, but "

Tin re was a light knock nt the door.
Mrs. riske put the bonnet hurriedly
away and went to nnswer it. A young
girl stood there with a sweet, dark
face and brilliantly glowing cheeks.
Shu held a bandbox in one slender,
gloved hand.

It was Daffy. Mrs. Fiske's wrinkled
face lighted. "Why, if it isn't Misn
Daffy," she cried. "Come in, dear.
I'm so glad to see you."

DnlTy entered, then in a few min-
utes she plunged into her subject.
"Mrs. Fiske," she began., her cheeks

k- -' "I limn n yhif"""

make nil my own, you know, nnd 1ft

Mine to me to innko you one too. I
made it us carefully as T could, nnd
I want you to accept it with my love,
it's not much, but I want jou to
know I loed to do it for you. It
made me happy all the morning nnd
now 1 want it to make you linppy
too."

As she Apoke, slit drew It from its
tissue paper wrappings. Such n beau-
tiful, tasteful, nrtlstle little bonnet,
with Its knot of lace and satin, Its pur-
ple llower, Its wide, handsome strings.

Mrs. Fiske saw It and her chin quiv-

ered. "Why, Its beautiful," sho cried,
"just bent tiful. 1 never had anything
half so pretty in my life; and you
made It, you wij ?"

Daffy nooded; then something In

the sweet, old, wrinkled fnee mined
her to confidence and she told her all
about It, how she had sorrowed out
lack of gifts ami how Cousin Kate had
helped her.

"Von dear child." said Mr. Fiske,
when she had finished. "You dear,
good child. Why. don't you see," she
went on, "that vou're doing the Lord's
work just the shihc as the minister
nnd the inUsiomuii's? I'll proe it to
yon."

Then she told Daffy nil about tho
shabby bonnet and how she had deter-
mined inner to wear it any more.
"And if it hadn't been for you. Miss
DalTy," she concluded, "why, I'd lmve
had to sit at home next Sunday In-

stead of listening to the minister's
grand, good sermon. When you reach
my age, and lime seined (iod nil your
life, to miss the Sunday morning wor-
ship means something, my dear. I
won't thank you, l can't, but the Lord
'11 bless you richly, Miss DalTy. dear."

It was the next Sunday morning.
It had been n busy week and. as It
happened, Daffy had not seen Cousin
Kate since that Monday morning.
Hut ns Daffy walked up the aisle she
saw Kate already In her pew. .lust In
front of them sat Mrs. Fiske. The
white hair shone like silver, and on
It rested the new bonnet in all its
fresh and dainty loveliness. The old
face beneath it looked almost hand-
some. She saw Daffy and nodded hap-
pily.

A group of girls came In directly
afterward. "Mrs. Fiske's got a new
bonnet," one of them said in n shrill
whisper. "My, ain't it beautiful,
though! I wonder now whnt he's
done with her Noah's ark?"

Daffy blushed for them, so did
Cousin Kate, as she reached over and
pressed the little hand. It was n good
sermon that morning, strong, tine,
helpful, nnd as Mrs. Fiske listened,
she was glvil that In the hard week
before her, she had the thoughts of
It to help her through. And as sho
drank it in, her old heart swelled with
gratitude to the slender, dark-eye- d

girl in the pew near-b-y who had
worked to bring it about,

"Dear Lord, bless her," she whis-
pered softly, "and keep her, nnd bo
good to her. for Jesus's sake."

As they walked home. Cousin Knto
took Daffy's arm. "The bonnet Is
beautiful dear," she said in her sweet,
grne oice. "Was L not right? 1 still
think the little girl who can contrive
such magic out of ten slender lingers
and send it out upon this trouble-tille- d

world to perform Its mission Is every
bit as great and useful ns the nrtist,
the painter, or the writer. I couldn't
help but look nt Mrs. Fiske's face
through the sermon. It preached a
message too. I'm proud of you, Daffy
dear."

"Henlly?" said Daffy humbly.
"Heally; and now that you have

found your talent, you won't hide it
in a napkin, will you, dear?"

Daffy laughed. "No fear of that,"
she answer! d. "The manufacture of
missionary hats is to go on. Pnpa will
furnish the capital, 1 the labor. You
needn't be afraid. I Imven't found my
talent, after all 1113' discouragement,
to hide it either in a napkin or a band-
box," she added, with u happy little
laugh. oung People.

GUARDED BY FLOWERS.

n Kiiui-m- I rlnu Statu- - In Geriunnj
'I'll fix I'niti'clcil from Itnin plnif

Child ri-i- i.

A pretty story, which shows an ad-
mirable trait common to almost all
Herman children, is told the Youth's
Companion by a recently returned
traveler.

In a Herman city she saw n flno
equestrian statue in brone, around
the base of which bloomed a gay lit-
tle garden.

The visitor exclaimed with delight
over both the ilowers and the stntue,
and expressed some wonder that the
blossoms were left entirely unprotect-
ed by either railing or notice.

"In our country 1 am afraid somo
of the children might be tempted to
pick a llower now and then, as this
seems aside from the busy part of tho
city," she said to her German friend.

"Oh, that would never be here," said
the friend, in anin.ement. "Why, tlm
garden was planted because the chil-
dren would mount to the back of the
horse anil ride, and the brone wns
getting the wrong sort of polish; but
when the flowers began to coma up
there was no more trouble.

"Our children are cry fearful lest
they should hurt any little growing
thing, nnd t hey would see tho greou
peeping through tho earth and not
take another step toward the tempo
iug horse."

Xot .lwi) Out of IrUh Moll.
Marius Is a famous cyclist, and his

superiority is unquestioned by nil who
know him.

One of his ncqunlntnncos Informed
him thu other dny thot ho was trying
hard to go faBter than ho.

"-- dear fellow," said Marine with n
compassionate smile, "I'vo triad to do

!' w

How to Bet Through With
Christmas Cheap $ $

It Is not so much because we are
stnigv. nor fin account of lack of love

or charity, that
we desire to make
a line art of get-tin- g

out of
t liristmas cheap.
Streniionsness

with civ-

ilization, and as
w ages 111 o 11 n t

xm mi if higher, so do de-Hir-

and the
Ktaiiilnrd of living
burdens us.

) In ve ood old- -

rii Moiiom Chrit.tm.ii en time, one gave
Lut. to one's imme

diate family the Christinas gift, but
now all the dear Jive hundred must be
remembered. I'liquestionnbly, one's
family niut be provided for, then
there are the relations on both sides
the hoiue. The friends of ages ago
come in for their share. Those to
whom we are Indebted socially should
be included, and business friends not
forgotten. The tunld and washer-
woman certainly receive nttentlon.
The industrious, deserving young
woman who has so little to brighten
her life we feel moved to include.
The lonely young innn away off from
everybody nnd everything appeals to
our consciences; and the poor whom,
with their children, we have always
with us.

Is It a wonder we begin plotting
and planning months before the 25th
of December? A wonder we now nnd
then mnke use of encumbering Christ-
mas trifles presented us In the past?
A wonder we haunt the bargain
counters and basement aisles? A

wonder nervous prostrntion has us in
its hold by the time the holidays hiivr
arrived?

No, and yet again No. All homnge
to the men and women who practice
the art of (Jet-- t

i n g Out of
Christmas Cheap.

And it is mar-
velous what one
enn get for a
quarter; things
worth hnving, ns
well ns things
that merely cum-

ber the house.
Nowadays one can
get an excellent
line 11 handker

Th Fo " pd'chief, n man's big
one or a lndy's very Hue one, for that
price. And isny what you will nbout
the lack of originality displayed In
selecting kerchiefs for gifts, they al-

ways come in hnndy.
A little affair not out of place for

a man that is his own barber is a
shnving-pad- . These puds Miry In
price from 25 cents to 125, the dif-

ference consisting in the quality of
the leather used for the cover to the
block of paper. They look like
thick, leather-boun- d, sllver-ornnmeat-c- d

diarlefi, memorandum-books- , or
things of thnt sort; and quite a num-

ber of maidens stop nt the counter
where they are kept and ask to look
at "those dear little books." F.ven
when they see chased on the silver
plate set in the middle of the cover
"A Clean Shave," they fall to grasp
the nature of the article. Yesterday
I saw a pretty voing girl, who had
insisted on having the "book" re-

moved from the case so she could in-

spect it closely, let go its ribbon
hunger hastily, as if it burned her
lingers, when told that that which she
coveted wax a shaving-pai- l.

Kxeeedingly pretty ink-wel- ls enn be
bought for live and twenty cents in
almost any store which makes a
specialty of Christmas novelties. I

saw an old sliver gargoyle-sor- t of
thing that was very plenslng. and I

am sure would make its possessor
smile every time he dipped his pen
into its well. And this old fellow was
valued nt only a quarter. The tape-measur- es

that can be bought for a
modest sum are grent in number nnd
variety, this year the counters are
all tumbled over with them. A hand-
some, bodyless head of a Moorish
gentleman smiles at you, and If you
pull the tassel of his fe. ever so gen-
tly, out pops u yard measure. An
Arab's cigar responds in the snme
wny, and also the pipe that an Indian
carries in uis mourn. ) 011 press a
bug in the mouth of n frog, a grain
of corn in a chick's, and a

ready for use. A goat, a
donkey, nnd a pig all carry them in
their hollow Interiors, a baseball cap
and a tall hat contain tliem.

The city stores show that anyone
can make the animal pin cushions thnt

are so much In
vogue. I saw one
that wns especlnl-'- 3

amusing, a cut
constructed of
.vfllow velvet.
Tubbj fcat up,
about live or blx
1 n files high, very
soft, fat and con-te- n

ted - looking.
lit r ears were
shaped of the vel-

vet, her face paint-
edFor Needles and Pint in, and her

whiskers, which stuck out most nut-usi'ull- y,

were of long needles. Pins
were thrust in nil over the body,
but she looked eminently comfortable.
A gray velvet deer head, with brown
bead eyes, bore an agonized expression
with its many prickings, A muzzled
dog appeared equal to the occasion,

and a spffron chick

A linen cover decorated with hoi ,v

makes a pretty case fur the uti itarian
ttlephone directory that hang in so
conspicuous a place. ,le we! poiki'tsnri
nice things to have when traveling, and
are meant to hang around the neck
They are made with a (lap that fastens
securely with two patent fasteners.
These pockets sell at 35 and 60 cents

Thirty cents will buy a tiny pslr of
blue driilm puntn loons, anil fora fewer
cents one could easily make them. On
onch leg It a sizable piece tif biind-pepe- r

on which. In brown letters, are
written thes elrynnt lines:
" ?crstcli jour nwitchr on in brifehMi,

'Twill mvi' vour mother lots of stltihrr"
A man uses n pin about once a vmr,

Mid to meet this ponmlile need there
are severs I Hat
pin books nlTert'il,
the best made of
leather. A tiny
purple nnd .vi lUw
paus.v, inaite of
chamois, contains
two stiff hnthrr
pockets that hold
blnek, white mid
plsk court p!.is
ter, n quite .sen-

sible little gift, Tho tntgniiil Ming

esslly carried in for Ohrlilmm,

the pocket (so accessible), nud cost-
ing only a little.

Divers silver and niother-of-ien- rl

tools are offered In the way of envelope
openers, pnper knives and bookmarks
People usually accumulate a quantity
of these, nnd I doubt If they use them
often; the articles, with the contrari-
ness of Inanimate things, usually keep-
ing out of the wn.v when wanted.
About ns srnneless a thing ns I have
seen was a small pine club, painted
blue, ornamented with blue ribbon and
having stuck in it three gilt hooks. I

what It wns for, and a clerk
answered: "Oh, to hang things on"
Visions of Incongruous lienv) over-
coats, nnd tnll hats Immediately aroo
before me, but she added: "Keys, but-

tons, or anything of that sort " Merc
lumber, neither oruainrntnl nor use
fill but can be had for n qunrtrr.

And the tired shopper, worn out
with the jostling of the Christmas
purchaser, with thr scheming to
make a slim purse answer the demands
of a fat list, at the eleventh hour Is

rendy to take anything that offers
itself chenp, even If it be only pine
club with foolish small hooks

A bit of a tliiwering plant Is n grace-
ful gift, a gift thnt will keep the gl'vr's

memory green
and thnt will
prove a dai'.V Joy
to the recipient
A scarlet salvia
ere can purtiin'e
for 15 cents-- , a red
gifTHiiium for 10

or 15. n ben ut fu),
fiatherj nspnr-ngu- s

LZJX fern for a
quarter A bum h

, 1 --tL c
11 f rnrnntlons, one
perfect rose, g ves

Send Your FrUnd joy in the crM
ChrUtmst Qrtcni. midwinter weath

er, but of course the pleasure Is short-
lived. A holly wreath Is alvvnH ac-

ceptable at the holiday sesou, nud
these wreaths can be obtained at
prices ranging from 10 to 30 rents.
The hug, trailing, green, ni"s.sv
mouse-foo- t costs but a few cents' a
ynrd. And twined about chandelitrs,
pictures and windows g'ves an un-

wonted holiday nir to one'H room.
And some sprigs of the wnxen-ber'i- r d
mistje'oe add to the general lnlan y

The young 111.111 thnt has Jntelj be
come engaged can kill two birds w th
one stone; give his fair betrothed the
engagement ring for a Christmas
present. She nt least will feel brtttr
nbout !t than the msld described in tin
little verse:
For months sh wondered whst the Yule

would lirtnc;
A Jmveltxt vlnlsKrette or Rnlden Kimrd

A pirly nerklsee era dlsmorrf rlnn
And now sh ueetm. He sent a t'hrlst-m- m

onrd "
KATHKIIIN'IC roi'i:

HE FELT RELIEVED.

I'rer ly 'iirriMiilrrril Ilia Vnluntilra
"When Xot . licit fur mi

Oilier.

It wns a long rifle through a deso-
late and dangerous country, nnd the
politician sought to relieve the monot-
ony by philosophic musings 011 his
recent victory and eiiibiirrnssinents
that even success brings, relates the
Philadelphia North American.

"Hold up your hniiiW
The stage conch gave n lurch nnd

stopped. The ray of light that shot
into the vehicle turned the spattering
rain into myriads ofevanescent gems.

"What do you want?" asked the
politician with a firmness thnt showed
that he had faced danger before.

"Your money."
"Here It Is."
"Vour watch and diamond ring."
"They are yours."
"I must sny yer good-nature- nny

how," saiil one of the highway men.
"Not at nil. Are jou suro that's all

you desire?"
"What In thunder did you think wo

wanted?"
"I wns afraid" and th politician's

voice trembled a little "you wanted
an olllce."

t'nneeuiiiitnlila.
Teddy Ilnther pretty woman ovei

there with the mail cartl
Harold I suppose that's tho hus-

band with her?
"Tin. Seems fond of him, too."

A Wonilrrfnl ClncU,
A floek was recently ninds, which In d

ilit ion to striking tho hours, hsjrra and
iiuirten, shews tlie plinses of the nvton a ml
tells the tune 111 sny ntlior city, hut as tan
clock is too expensive to purchase, the bwt
way to uliMiii this Information it from I lev
tetter's Aluinnne for UH)'.'. It a No eon Unit
tunny niiiiisuiK nncedntes, statistic anil
tiiinii ceiiernl information thnt vult interest
vnii It ran be obtained from any drus'l'i(rcu of cliaiKe.

Accounting for It.
Hlsnclie It isn't ensy to find anything

new in wedilyicr presents.
Ma) No ho many people hare bea

Ai&rnetl Puck.

anopeOetter
Address to Women by tho Treas-

urer of tho W. 0. T. U. of
Knnsiis City, Mrs, E.

"Mr Dhaii Sihtkiw: I Iwlicvo in
advocating nud upholding everything
that will lift up and help women, anil
but little use appears all Uimwledgo
nnd learning If you liavo not the health
to enjoy It.
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mils. r. a HMIT1I.
" Having found by personal experi-

ence that Lyfllii l). IMnkhiim'K
VcgotuMo Compound in a medi-
cine of rare virtue, and having sects
doaens of cures wburo mv suffering
sisters hnro been dragged lwvck to llfo
and usefulness from an untimely gravo
simply by tho uso of a fow lttlea of
that Compound, I must proclaim It
virtues, or I should not bo doing my
duty to suffering mothera and dragged-ou- t

housekeepers.
" IXar KiUr, Is your health poor,

do you feol worn out and used up,
especially do you have any of thu
troubles which beset our sex, take my
advice; lot tho doctors alone, try
Lyillu II. IMnkluiiii'N Vvgutublo
Compound; it is better than sny
and all doctors, for It CUrt'M nnd they
do not." Miw, E. C. Smith, 1213 Oak
St., Treasurer W. C. T. U,, Kansas.
City, Mo. fiOOO fartit 1 abort ttttl-ionK- xl It

Mr. IMnklinm Hflvl.scrt sick wo
mou free Address, Lynn, ULastt
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Corn
removes from the soilWflN
large quantities of

Potash.
The fertilizer ap-

plied, must furnish
enough Potash, or the
land will lose its pro-

ducing jiovvcr.

Krait riff My nut kanVt
ca tioj ol ''

GERMAN KALI WORK.S,

jj N.o.u l , Nw Yatk

TO HOT SPRINGS
ARKANSAS

,Thr llljr Trains.

TO OKLAHOMA

AND

Indian Territory
Two Dully Trains.

Pullrosn Klrntxirs sail Tree IteclllUf
CTistr Cars all the war without chanct vo
TEXAS ana tho WEST Th renr t st
of cunntctlont. Cheap home-seek- er ticket
on ale nrt ana third Tursdar eaeb month
Mamplila Tlrkat Oflloa, 13 Muarea HI.

K. U III.ACKMAV.T 1 A,
CnaUanooaa.TeBn.

rsAss M. GsirriTll. T f A ,
Memphis, Tesa.

Oso, II I.ms, 0n 1' kT A.
Mule Mock. Ark.

'

Cut this out and send to tho
MoKlnlty Mutlo Co.t7rJSSK."

NO I'RUO MUSIC (1IVI1N UNLR3S
ACCOMPANIED lY THIS COUPON.

TH11 IS TO CTItTirYlhlTli." ipolntter
mj Diuile-lciTlni- Inu.lc buylhrf fnmili. Inrlad
In if muilelttrher who., mtmttl uU jo brtr
with, on avpftrat thtof tpr wtin woalrt !

Klait to rc.l your Krw L'llou. ho flllfct.
For my troublo In tho matter

send mo Froo, Postpaid the
TWO PIECES markod belowi

Jsgtlm Johmon'i Kgtlm March.

HlhrLTru W.lli
Lot and rrttndthlp -- Walt.
M llo.iry Song.
Ilrcauie It' Yon bong-Th-a

l'lini Song

'One reason why boys
lirltiK liomr sollttle Rsme
is lcaure lliey nc looae
iiapcr lor woiliUiiK "T
HA7ARI1 BUIT4 or HAZARD

SMOKttCSS, urosxrly loaded, ami you will
do better shooting than ever before."

GUN POWDER

Hi CURtS WHtfiE All ILSt JAILS. QBJ Best Cough fljrnip. TattMOool. Use fjl
Prl In time. Hold hT druualiU. EL

f$ Judy.
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